HOBBIES

Society he was certainly a Fellow of it, and he showed
back numbers of some Institution's Proceedings which
recorded several beetles which he had added either to
those known to science or to the recorded British species.
He showed them to me: they were very small and I was
not surprised that they had been overlooked. All the
same, when I left that shop, with a present of Ray's
British Beetles under my arm and a promise to be a
faithful beetler on my lips, I was a convert, and, I
firmly believed, for life.

And how distant is one's past! Was it really I who
turned over all those stones on Dartmoor and in the
woods looking for the bombardiers, who parted the
branches of gorse for the Jew-beetle, who netted the
ponds for the dityscus and his larva, the beastliest thing
ever seen outside Bloomsbury, who counted the spots
and noted the hues of the ladybirds, and peered through
lenses to differentiate between species of the long-necked
weevils? Well, actually it was. But when did I stop?
I simply don't remember. And why? I don't know.

"Suppose,'5 I said to myself in that corner at Win-
canton, "I were to start all over again to-morrow.
Either Sir Josiah Stamp or somebody else says daily
that every man ought to have a hobby, and here is one
of the easiest. There are beetles everywhere, infinitely
cheaper than Picassos and Matisses, and much more
beautiful. If to-morrow morning, when I set out for
Camelot or wherever (for Cadbury may have been
Gamelot) I hop over a hedge occasionally and turn
over a stone I can begin collecting all over again, and
shall have things over which I can pore lovingly in
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